SYMPATHY,
h They came to me and gently zaid,
“Your neichbor’s Httle one lics deal;™
J answered not, but closor pressed

My own wee coe unto my breast.
Tlaid him down, my eves grew dim,
And ouce ngain I bent o'e- him;

Ther out 1 softly. quick!y stole

The gther mother to console.

T elasped her haud, and trisd—but no,

I could not say "twas better so;

oot say. dear heart, resign—

, what if it wore mine!

—Kut u Kavanagh, in New Oricans

e el
“THANKFCL ELLIS.”

Slowly the sun crept over the wheat- |
fleld. tracking a broad black shadow- |
vail ne oss the billows of green falling ‘
before the wind's swift pussage. and
rising again ns the sun seat long,
quivering gleams through the bright
restless sudes

Beyond the wheatfield just across
the creek. Deacon Ellls was ploughe-
ing his corn.  His bearty cehireup, ™

furrow, could be heard away down to
the. big road. And between furrows
the good deacon whiled away the time
-5 singing the old familiar meeting-
house hymu:

“Coame, thoi fount of every blessing.™

It happened that whils the deacon
was singing in the cornficld, Farmer
Foster and his wife were driving to
town in their new Joersey. They were
crossing the creek at the turn of the
big road, and stopped a moment to
give the mave a drink just as the dea-
con's song rose to its highest piteh:

“Hoere 't ralse mine Ebenezor,
Hirhor by Thy help 'm come.
And 1 hope by Thy good pleasure.
Safely to arrive at home.”

The furmer's wife laughed as she
p.shei back her sunbonnet to listen.

*The deacon's singin. 'Zekiel ™
she said, 'same's Il his oaly cow
didn't fall in the ditch yistiddy an'
breuk her lag, an’ have to be knocked
in the head.”

The farmer tapped his whip at a fly
on the back of his mare,

+An’ the same, " he said, *as if his
biggest heiler wasn't down with the
pink-eye. Nothin' can't stop him
a-thankin’ of the Lord, Nancy.
or shine, summar'n winter, hit's all
the same to Deacon Ellis There's
allus somethin' not quite as bad as it
might 'a been. I've a good min' to
drive by and ax after the heifer,

& Naney.”
ot #Do, Zekiel. Hitll look kinder
neighborly, " said the farmer's wife,

and the Jersey wagon turned out of
the big road into the red lane running
past the descon’s cornfield. The deas
con saw them coming. and called old
Moll to a halt, while he went over to
the worm fence and exchanged *how-
~ d'ye do's"” with his neighbora.  Grest.
ings being over. Farmer Foster in-
quired after the deacon’s wile

. *Well she's ailin’ some, to be suve, "
was the answer. +Shes ailin' some,
but, the Lord be praised for it, she's
up an’ about again!™

*‘An’ how's the heiler deacon?"

“Poo'ly, mighty poo'ly: but “taint
the only one we've got an' I'm a-thank-
in' of the Lord for that™

Farmer Foster took up his lines: it
was no easy matter to condole with
his peighbor kliis .

“Well, deacon,™ he sald, *we druv
by to tell you as we felt pow’ful cut
. up 'bout that fine cow o' yours as

broke her leg yistiddy, but seems you
don’t need no help to bear your bad
luck.”

Deacon Ellis pulled a cedar splinter
from the fence rail before he an-
swered.

*Well," he said. slowly, ‘my ole
'oman set a sight o' store by that cow
an' my little gal eried for milk last
pightt to be sure. We'll miss old
Spot, thar ain't no denyin’ o' that
But we've got a sight o' nlce beef ofi'n
her, an’ that's somethin’ to be thank.
lul for."

+See here. deacon;"

\ would hear of no further thanksgiving

in the midst of such dire misfortune.
She understood exactly what the loss
of the cow meant to the invalld wife
and sickly daughter of the man who
was straining every polut in order to
pay off the mortgage upon the few
acres he called his farm. +See here,
* = deacon,” she said, *you send David
over to my house every evenin' an'
get a quart o' milk for that little gal

. o yours. 'Tain't no manner o’ ‘count
e to us, an' David can cut across lots

an’' come for it in no time, "

. The deacon thanked her and said he
would. and in his heart he thanked
the Lord for the unexpected good
and that night he thanked Him aloud.

T 1 upon hi: knees, for the gift of neigh-
bors and Irlends. And the next
morning at breakfast, when a blessing
"d been ssked upon the humble
meal and Mrs. Ellis set & mug of
-+, Farmer Fostét's mice, new milk be-

‘ﬁ;wdﬂt who clapped her

litile ba Joyiully at sight of it, the

whenever old Moll turned into a new |

Rain |

Mrs. Foster |

of a cow had been strickea down « ih
the same digease
“Streqitns of mercy never ceasing
Call for songs of londest praise.”

Higherand fuller (he sweet song
rose, as if the singer's life had been
one continual round of peace, and kis
pathway one of roses and perpetual
summer. The good man shut his
eyes to visible things and closed his
heart to worldly cares: and mneither
the dead heifer nor the unfortunate
cow could shake the foundation of
thankfulness in his heart

Spring ripened into summer, the
corn .in the deacon’s field looked
healthy. But the wheat —alas! the
sun creeping across the waving bil-
lows found rust among the ripening
heads. And when 1t was cut and
waiting the deacon's turn for the
thresher the rain set in and the grain
sprouted.

The loss of his wheat was a blow
to the embarrassed tarmer, and he re-
ceived but little sympathy from his
neighbors who had urged him to fol-
low their example. and shock and ecap
his wheat on the Sabbath as the only
| possible means of saving it. But with

the consistency for which he was
noted, he refused to desecrate the
| Lord's day, but chose rather to keep
| that holy, and trust the resuit to Him
who controls the weather.
“Here 'l raise mine Ebenezer.”

Farmer Foster ridiag down the rond

heard the deacon's voice and follow-
ing the sound found the old man in the
ruined field singing among the stub-
ble. Not a break in the grand oid
[ hymn to tell of doubt or discourage-
ment., or distrust. In the midst of
wreck and rwn the altar had been
erected and reconsecrated to Him
who senls both sun to soflten and rain
to destroy.

“It's bad mighty bad, a-comin’ on
me just now: there ain’t no denyin' o
that™ he told neizhbor Foster. +But
the corntield’s left. an' that's a good
deal 1o be thankful for.”

<=0 'tis, s0 s " replied the farmer,

i
|
i

and he went home feeling that some- |

how Deacon Ellis® affalrs were as bad
as they could be, but might be worse
if the deacon had a mind to look on
the dark side.

*Well. " sald Mrs. Foster. when her
good mwan rode into the back yard
| *is Deacon Ellis a-thipking of the
Lord. because the wheat's all sp’iled,
'Lekiel?”

“No, Naney, " replicd Farmer Fos-
ter, *the deacon ain't such a fool as
to do thut. He's some cut up about
the wheat, but he's Jubileein' pow'ful
over the corn.”

“Well when the corn's gone he'll
miriate over the ground
An' when that's tuk there'll sholy be
nothin® left for Deacon Ellis to be
glorylyin' over. An" it'll be wuk,
mark what I tell you, Zekiel”

It was not lone after this that the
deacon’s little girl died. This was
the heaviest blow that had fallen upon
him, but so decply engrossed was he
in the effort to comfort his stricken
wile thut he forgot his own sorrow,
and failed aiso to notice that the
drouth had ripened the corn before its
time: so that where he had hoped to
find the full. ripe ear only premature
nubbins were hidden away under the
erisp. yellow shuecks

“Well." the deacon drew his wife's
head to his bosom, *we huve got each
other. Mavy, an' that's a heap to
thank the Lord for.™

But even that soluce was denied
him very Jonz. Always as the dea-
con said, *one of the ailin' ones

the strain upon mind and heart was
too great for the frail body. and Mrs.
Ellis wasy lad to rest by the side
of her little girl under the cedars be-
yond the wheatfield.

The deacon’s cross was growing
heavy indeed. The neighbors began
to cail him Job and, although his
voice still led the old hymn on Sab,
bath mornings in the village church,
there wus a quiver in it that told how
heavily the tired heart was leaning
| upon the ‘4oodness and Merey”

which he declured had followed him
[ *all the days of his life."
| Yet he still sang in the corpfield
when the skimpy nubbins had been
| stored, and there was nothing to do
but to gather the fodder:

“Oh, to Grace how great a debtor

Daily I'm constraine be."

The poor heart felt a revival of the
long-tried trust as the crisp. golden
blades rustled to his touch. +It's
something to be thankful for." he said
to his hired boy. David. pulling the
last armful from the stunted stalks.

Then the harvesting was finished:
except the gathering of the pippins
and the wine-saps, and as the crop
had been a short one. the gathering
of it in was a small matter.

“We've got enough to eat any-
how.'" he told the neighbcrs +un'
;hat‘s something to be thankful
or.".

Finaliy the fruit was stéred and
Doacon Ellis entered into his well-
earned winter rest.

*The Lord will let Job alone now,"

Farmer Foster's wife now said, *an’

; &-—-»m.e

being lelt. |

' means of his own livelihood were

| wanishing.

His neighbors were appalled. The
| good old deacon had no enemies; and
' now even those who had found some-

thing to laugh at in his great faith
in the fuce of calamity were shocked.

! The Sunday following the burning

! of the baras the neighbors met early
at the church and discussed the matter
among themselves. 1t was finally de-
cided that among themselves they
would raise enough money to pay off
the mortgage on the farm, and from
their own full granaries furnish seed
for the next year's crop.

“] want to hear him bless the Lord
once more, ' said Farmer Foster, with

& big tear 1n either eye.

I *And have somethin’ to bless Him
for," added his wife, as she brushed
ofl a crystal drop that had trickled to
the tip of her nose,

Then some one whispered that the
| deacon was at the door and the con-

gregation settled down to its accus-
tomed quiet and decorum as the old
man entered. He was aging Deacon
Ellis was, he leaned heavily upon his
staff, and the neighbors noticed, for
the first time, how the silver in his
hair had given place to snow.

Farmer Foster's tears no longer
stood in his eves but followed each

| other in quick succession down his
sun-browned cheeks. He felt, as did
many others of the congregation. that
at loar Deacon Ellis stood face to face
with that moment in his life when
there was nothing left for gratitude.

For the first Sunday since the little
church had heard his prayers there
would be no thanksgiving. Then the
sympathetic farmer thought of the
mortgage. already as good as lifted,
and he felt a strong impulse to rise up
in his place and tell him: to cry out:
*Thank the Lord if you wish; go on
thanking Him."

So excited did he become that Mrs.
Foster touched him on the arm and
sald, in a whisper: +“ekiel, kneel

, down,

| The deacon had begun his prayer;

broken and quivering the accents soft

and slow the petition. The rod had
follen so heuv i,! There wasa piead-
ing ery for strougth, a grasp at faith,

o full surrender to the will of Him

who doeth all things well; and then

as the voice gathered strengthand the
heart returned to its old-time trust,
the chiefl characteristic of his religion
exerted itsell. and Deacon
thanked the Lord that she whom He
had given to be tohim a helpmate and
| @ solace had been gathered into rest
| before his calumities had overtaken
him.

Then, as the grand old volece rose

, again in the sweet, familiar hymn:

“Heve I'il paise mine Ebanezor,"
the people listening felt indeed the

! sublimity of faith erecting its aliar
upon the ashes of despair.—Youth's
Companion.

HIS CHARITY.

Case Where 3 Poor Boy Alded a Rich
M.

A great deal is written about rich
wen giving to poor boys and itis
pleasing and novel to hear a true
story of a poor boy showing charity to
a rich man, soliloquizes the Boston
Transeript.

One night not long ago General
Swayne of New York was goilng up
town on a Fourth avenue cur. He

" tucked his crutches under his arm to
investigate his pockets and found he
had no money.

*Isuppose Iwill have to get off"

[ he said to the conductor. The con-

| ductor said he supposed he would.

| 'Then up spoke a voice from the bot-
tom of the car It belonged to a

| small, one-legged newsboy, who had

|to depend on crutches as General
Swayne did.

*There's a pair of us," said the boy.
*I'll lend you a nickel ‘o pay for
your ride.”

The offer touched the general's
heart, forit was plain that a desire to
spave his pride had led the boy to call
it a loan. He said to himself that
sometime he would pay the five cents
|"back with interest.

JHe asked the boy's address The
boy gave it but told him it didn't mat-
ter. Whea Mrs. Swayne, at her hus-
band's request, drove to the address
of the bey who had pitied her husband
shafound that he was dead. The
debt eould mot be paid to him,
but he had left a mother and some
little brothers who have profited by
their brother’s loan

Steel Tools.

To etch & name on steel tools: Clenn
thorou grease, and then
spread a coat of beeswax on the
tool a4 the place whers the name is to
be. This must bs as thin as possible.

o g

Ellis

Then with & sharp needle-poiut write |
through the wax to stoel Paint

OVER THE WIRES.

The Mystesious Power of the Telegraph
and Operator.

I was talking to the telegraph oper-
ator during a lull in his work, says &
writer in the Detroit Free Press, and
with some degree of awe was dilating
upon the mysterious power he con-
trolled with a finger tap.

*It's & wonderful thing, isn't it" I
said ‘'1his chaining of thelightning?"

“I've always understood chain light-
ning was no slouch,™ he responded,
rattling the key of his instrument.

“Your work is most interesting I
should say,” I continued, *-when the
messages go flashing over the wires.”

»1 mever saw one flash. 1 think
They just go ticketty. tick, tick mostly,
unless a wire's down."

“‘But in moments of exeiting events
the wires are kept hot with flying
messages, aren't they?”

I nmever went outside to feel a
wira ' he said slowly, as il he wanted
to be sure he was right, “but I don't
think the wire ever sets the telegraph
poles on fire.”

+The lightning-like rapudity with
which—"1 began with a sense of some-
thing unsatisfactory in the differcnece
of opinions we held. and feeling that
the operator had no peetry in his soul,
when be made & grab for the key and
for the next ten minutes was s0 busy
swearing at something that I became
very tired and waliked out of the
viace

—

Medical Flends.

A woman was arraigned before a
eriminal court in 'aris on an accusa-
tion of having poured molten lead in-
to the ear of her husband while he
wa: lying in a deunken sleep. The
defense maintained that the deed of
wirich the defendant was accused was

would have been immediately awaken-
ed through the terrible pain caused
by the molten lead. This had not
happened: but the man had continued
in his sleep. To prove this theory,
two medical men were ecalled as exe
pert witnesses To prove thelr point
the doetors poured molten lead into
the ears of two sleeping dogs. The
poor brates immedlately jumped up

about in contortions so fearful as to be
utterly indiseribable. Death at last
released them of their terrible suffer-
ings. It is a pity that the murderers
of the poor creatures could not be
held responsible at law for their
savage croelty. No doubt the de-
fense for the acceused could have been
made without torturing to death two
crentures as sensitive to pain as maa
himself —Chicago Herald.

In Case of La ““Grip.»
Jinks—I wonder why they make
such awfully large collars on over-
comats nowndays.
Blnks—Why? So that when your
tailor meols you in the street he may
get a Detter grip at it —Truth

The world is full ol men who have
things they want tosell for less than they
paid for them.—Atchison Globe,

The Bworn Tormentors of the Inqulsition.

What cared they for the groans of the victim
as he lay stretehed upon tha rack? Yet people
whose hearts are neither us hard as the uether
mill stone, nor whose fort{tude {8 excessive,
oftan have no pitv on themselves—voluntarily
incur life-Jong torture by neglect. Rheumatism,
the most agonizing and obstinateof complaints
is, ptrhaps. more frequently negloeted in (tsine
cipl:m than uny other,ihe preliminary twinges
being set down 1o the crodit of “a coll in the
bonea' which will pass awayof itself. Singular
fedmity—fatal dolusion! Hostetter's Stomach
Bitters s 8 Fomnl. safegunrd agninat the terri-
ble inroad of this insidious and dingerous mal-
ady—dangerous hecause of its proneness to ate
tack the heart, the seat of llfe. Nourulgia is
also connteracted and relieved by the Biiters.
Malaria, kidney complaints, debility. indiges-
tion, biliousness, 1a grippe, loss of appetite and
the inability 10 sleep are among the complainis
ersdicabls with this genial corrective,

Free land Is now being secured in Sisse-
ton at an enormous expense of tims,

money and bodily suffering.—Chicago
Newa, J
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No More Round Shoulders.

In Easton, Pa., Bhoulder Braces are
made by the thousands by the Knicker-
bocker Brace Co., and sold throughout
the United States. All sizes for Men
Women, Bof' and Girls, Your Drun'u{
or dealer will tell you all about them,

Mr. Corbett will try to get in his work
early on Mr, Bullivan Wl‘:ﬂld the rush,

In1850 “Browns Bronchial A4
were introduced, and their su;mh :: a

cure for Colds, Coughs, Asth

Broachitis has been u‘npmlleln?.‘ i
Allopat d

tlkonpt.: and homeopathy have

tols in Louisi {
were not already luﬂoit;a;.an:.dl;.th’

It is not generally belioved that a 1
eye is sssential tolgourlnl overa I:oola:‘ld

Mrs. Winslow's Boothing Syrap, for Chil
dren teeshing, softe x A
mailon, slinys uln.“e:2= '.'.?;3‘,.’;?.‘,‘,"%{, llm.

PSR, S dlddocs

‘When the regular

=blnhnp he cansee his m‘:a:;‘:ﬁ%':

looking In the mirror.
—— i L

Bryant's Home College, Buffale, N, T,
!u- fall b tu-
‘l Iﬁl:rlu!l:&mwwnﬂl,uu

"Mlllﬂlhl" like i n
a8 the man said when : »ﬂ
nsighbor's hen-house. » oy

.c.3.
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utterly tmpossible hecause the sleeper |

with a piteous howl of painand rolled |
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ONE ENJOYS
Both the method and results when
Syrup of Figsistaken; it is pleasant
and refreshing to the taste, and acts
atly yet promptly on the Kiduneys,
iver and Bowels, cleanses the sys
tem effectually, dispels colds, head
aches and fevers and cures habitual
constipation. S_\rrut of Figa is the
only remedy of its kind ever pro.
duced, pleasing to the taste and ac-
ceptable to the stomach, prompt in
its action and truly beneficial in its
effects, prepared only from the most
kealthy and agreeable substances,
ite many excellent qualities com-
mend it to all and have made it
the moet pgpular remedy known.
Syrup ® Figs is for sale in 50c
und $1 bottlea by all leading drug-
gists. Auny reliable druggist whe
may not have it on hand will pro-
cure it promptly for any one who
wishes to try it. Do not accept
any substitute.

CALIFORNIA Fi& SYRUP CO.

SAN FRANGISCO, CAL,
LOUISVILLE, XY KEW YORK, MW

“German
Syrup”

I am a farmer at Edom, Texas. I
have used German Syrup for six
years successfully for Sore Throat,
Coughs, Colds, Hoarseness, Painsin
Chest and Lungs and Spitting-up of
Blood. I have tried many kinds of
Cough Syrups in my time, but let
me say to anyone wanting sucha
medicine—German Syriipisthe best,
We are subject to so many sudden
changes from cold to hot, damp
weather here, but in families where
German Syrup-isused there is little
trouble from colds. John F.Jones.®

The old saying that “ con-
sumption can be cured if
taken in time” was poor com-
fort. It seemed to invite a
trial, but to anticipate failure.
The other one, not so old,
“‘consumption can be cured,”
is considered by many false.

Both are true and not
true; the first is prudent—
one cannot begin too early.

The means is careful liv-
ing. Scott's Emulsion of
cod-liver oil is sometimes an
important part of that.

Letus send you a book on
CAREFUL LIVING—{ree,

Scorr & Bowxs, Chemists, 133 South sth Avenve,
New York.

eu\'aur druggist keeps Scott’s Emulsion of cod-liver

—all druggists everywhere do, 1. ll‘
GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878.
W. BAKER & CO.8S
reakfast Cocoa
. from-which the excess of oll
- haa removed,
I absolutely pure and
it {s soluble.

No Chemicals

are used in its preparstion. It
kas more than three times the
trengih of Cocon mized with
Btarch, Arrowroot or Bugar,
 and 1a therefore far more eco-
R nomical, costing less than ons
g contacup. Itisdellcious, nours

Ishing, stren , RASILY
DIGESfED, snd admirably adapied for invalids
#a well aa for persons in health, .

Bold by €rocers sverrwhere.

% BAKER & 00, Dorchester, Mase,

$30000

PRIZES

Un R E?

Unless you snvwer this Redes ‘you are not fa 18




